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ANIMATION: THE CREATION OF THE UNIVERSE 

FADE IN. On a sheet of parchment we see an animated sequence 
drawn in pen and ink. The parchment is lit from the light of 
a torch, the edges of the page are dark and slightly 
flickering. 

The drawings resemble the biblical etchings of Albrecht 
Durer depicting YAHWEH's creation of The Universe: first the 
heavens and the earth; then day and night; then the sky and 
the seas; the plants and trees; the fish, birds, and animals 
of the earth. 

Yahweh regards his creation, which floats between his thumb 
and forefinger. 

CLOSE UP of Earth. It has but one massive continent: Pangea. 
As we move closer to Pangea, we see the wide rivers that 
pre-define the supercontinent's inevitable division into 7 
continents. 

Three of these rivers meet and form a sea near the center of 
Pangea; this is the axis point at which North America, South 
America, and Africa will eventually part. The peninsula of 
Florida stretches into the sea of three converging rivers. 

At tip of the peninsula is a perilous mountain. 

We move closer to the mountain. Powerful waterfalls tumble 
down the mountainside. 

We arrive to the top of one waterfall and follow the creek 
that feeds it into a vast tropical garden paradise. Birds 
and beasts of every kind abound. This is the Garden of Eden. 

The creek leads to a lake with a torrent of water founting 
up from its center. 

Yahweh stands on the shore of this lake, a small pile of 
dirt in his hand. He blows off the dirt from his open palm. 

A whirling cloud of dust appears before him, and within this 
cloud something resembling a large black seed is formed. The 
husk of the seed cracks open to reveal two tangled figures 
wrapped in a pair of black wings. The figures unravel, the 
wings unfurl, one is a human male, the other is a winged 
human female. 


(CONTINUED) 
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ALISTAIR MACLADDEN begins to narrate. The animation 
continues according to the narration. 

MACLADDEN (V.O.) 

There was a day that Yahweh made 
ones that looked like himself. They 
were born from the dust intertwined 
in one another, and as a fruit they 
were cloven into two perfect 
halves. He named one Adam and the 
other Lilith, and they were the 
first of their kind. 

ADAM and LILITH are shown walking among a multitude of 
beasts that wander the Garden, many of which have long been 
extinct. 


MACLADDEN (V.O.) 

Now Lilith and Adam were given 
dominion over the creatures that 
roamed the garden, and Yahweh said 
to Adam, "Go and name the creatures 
which I have put here for your 
use. " 

Adam roams the garden and sees numerous animals copulating, 
including Unicorns, Woolly Mammoths, T-Rex's, and Saber- 
Toothed Tigers. 

MACLADDEN (V.O.) 

Now as Adam named the beasts of the 
fields, he saw how they paired 
together. Adam returned to Lilith 
and laid upon her, but Lilith 
rebuked him saying, "Are we not 
from the same seed, split into 
equal halves? Why then must I lay 
beneath you?" 

Lilith struggles under Adam as he attempts to gain control 
over her. She knees him in nuts and as he reels she 
scratches up his throat and face. Adam rolls off of her, 
screaming as she continues to beat the living crap out of 
him. 

Lilith stands over Adam, who is cowering. She opens her 
wings, and flies up and away from the Garden, leaving Adam 
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bleeding and holding his nuts. 

Adam stands before The Lord, black eyed and bloodied. 

MACLADDEN (V.O.) 

Lilith then fled the Garden, and 
Adam went before Yahweh saying, 

"The woman has deserted me. The 
beasts of the field have been 
paired, but I am not paired." And 
there were angels sent after 
Lilith, and they found her on the 
shore of the Sea, bearing demons 
called Lilim at the rate of 100 a 
day. 

We are at a sandy cove of the peninsula, which is at the 
foot of a treacherous hillside. We see the LILIM on the 
shore. Some are upwards of eight feet tall, slender gorgeous 
naked creatures. Lilith is in a rapturous orgy with various 
demons. The ANGELS hover above Lilith, pointing flaming 
swords at her accusingly. 

MACLADDEN (V.O.) 

The angels spoke to her, saying, 

"Return to the garden at once to 
your helpmeet, lest ye 
be forsaken." But Lilith refused, 
saying, "He is not my helpmeet, I 
will not return to him. See my army 
of children, and know that I am not 
forsaken." 

The angels depart, leaving Lilith, who climbs up from her 
pile of lovers and turns to her army of children on the 
shores of Eden. 

We hear a hard whistling wind. The parchment flickers to 
black, as if the torch that was lighting it has been blown 
out. The wind continues.... 

EXT. SKY 

We are high up in the atmosphere. It is bright blue and 
white with sunlight. Towering cumulus whip around us in a 
frenetic time lapse. 
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Far below, through breaks of cloud cover, a vast grid of 
varying shades of brown: farmland post-harvest, cradled by 
mountains to the west and a giant man-made reservoir to the 
east. As we descend we see the passing of days and nights in 
the space of a few moments. A night dusting of snow on the 
earth, the sun rises, rockets across the sky, melting all 
but the snowcapped mountain peaks. We see the repeated 
action of the same boat sailing out to the middle of the 
reservoir after sunrise and then returning to the shore just 
before dusk. 

EXT. AMERICAN FALLS RESERVOIR - DAWN 

We approach the body of water: the American Falls Reservoir. 
We can see the individual farms on its shores, the network 
of canals that the reservoir feeds. The top of an old silo 
pokes up from the water on the north side of the shore, 
suggesting that perhaps more farms lie buried beneath the 
man-made lake. We see the frenetic jump of wind whipped 
grasses as the time lapse slows to real time: a breezy fall 
morning on the reservoir. 

Title: FALL, 2004 

Title: American Falls Reservoir. Pocatello, Idaho. 

The boat we have been watching motors out slowly to the 
center of the reservoir. The craft is an odd sight: a flat 
junk-boat that has been modified with salvaged barn wood, 
old furniture, parts pulled from farm eguipment. 

ALISTAIR MACLADDEN is manning the outboard motor. He is in 
his late seventies but seemingly fit. He is wearing a 
Hawaiian shirt with a white thermal shirt underneath, 
fingerless gloves, khaki pants, a winter cap, and thick 
lensed prescription sunglasses. 

He steers the boat while sucking on a straw that is buried 
in a blood red drink garnished with a slice of orange and an 
umbrella. As he nears the center of the reservoir he kills 
the engine. With his drink-free hand he throws a lever that 
drops an anchor off the side of the boat. 

MacLadden moves to the bow where he takes a seat at what can 
only be described as a tiki bar/office desk. The large 
umbrella which shades the entirety of the bar/desk is a 
replica of the umbrella in MacLadden's drink. On the bar is 
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an Olivetti typewriter, an ashtray, a stack of books, a 
glass pitcher filled with the blood red cocktail. 

There is also a large sketchbook on the bar with a pair of 
binoculars wedged between the pages. MacLadden opens the 
sketchbook, picks up the binoculars. He swivels his seat 
around and looks at the shore to the east with the 
binoculars. 

Binocular POV of an irrigation canal that is fed by the 
reservoir, intersected by three Unnaturally Large Mounds of 
Newly Tilled Dirt. The binoculars hold this view for a 
moment and then lift to the towering cumulus in the sky 
above. 

CUT to the open sketchbook: there are several renderings of 
these three mounds but the drawings include a smashed up 
truck that is not a part of the current scenery. 

A light breeze causes a page to turn in the sketchbook. 

There are several renderings of the towering Garden of Eden 
we saw before, wrapped in a sea of clouds. The breeze blows 
more pages so that we get guick flashes of other sketches in 
the book: The Creation, Lilith, conguistadors on a galley 
ship, a portrait sketch of Amelia Earhart, a sketch of her 
plane, the Electra, wreckaged on a steep cliff of the 
island. MacLadden's hand stops the pages from turning. 

He closes the sketchbook. He reaches for his drink, puts the 
straw in his mouth, and sucks until the glass is emptied and 
makes a loud slurping noise. 

MACLADDEN 
(satisfied.) 

AHHHH.... 

He sets the glass down and opens a drawer in the under the 
bar, which is full of typing paper. He removes a sheet and 
loads it into the typewriter. He lights a cigarette. He 
cracks his knuckles. 

He types: BEING THE ADVENTURES OF ONE UTHER SMITH 

MacLadden hits the return carriage, we hear the ding of the 
typewriter. He centers up the next line, and types: PART THE 
FIRST 
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Return carriage and: By Alistair MacLadden 
He hits the return carriage twice more. 

WIDE SHOT of the boat, the water, the farmland, the dirt 
mounds, the towering clouds. 

We hear typing. 

CU of the page in the typewriter. We see the first sentence 
as he types it: "The fall was nothing less than 
spectacular." 

Dissolve to: 

EXT. SKY AT 80,000 FEET - DAY 

MACLADDEN (V.O.) 

"The fall was nothing less than 
spectacular." 

We are back in that same first view of the sky. We hear the 
typing, the hard wind, and then a distinct whistling noise: 
the sound of a falling object. In the far off distance we 
see a figure hurtling down towards the earth at a 45 degree 
angle. 


MACLADDEN (V.O.) 

That was the most Uther would ever 
have to say about it. 

CU on UTHER SMITH, passed out, snot and spit flying up the 
side of his face. His long hair and beard are icy and 
tangled with vines and leaves, and all are whipping 
violently in the wind. Vapor trails spin off of him as his 
body hurtles towards Earth. 

MACLADDEN (V.O.) 

Uther Smith, Notorious Loudmouthed 
Cricket Eatin' Shithead of 
Pocatello, Idaho, returned from his 
time away from earth unusually 
reclusive and guiet. 

Uther falls towards us, nothing but blue around him. He is 
muscular, fit. Tendrils of vines wrap up his torso from the 
waist. Uther's body rolls over, and the camera follows, so 
that we can now see the cloud cover far far below, we can 
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see that he is clothed from the waist down in tight fitting 
vines. 

CU of Uther's face. He startles awake, he grabs at his 
throat. His eyes are bulging, he appears to be gasping or 
screaming but we hear nothing but the fast whip of the wind. 
He cannot breathe at this height. His mouth foams, the 
tendons in his neck are tightropes, his face goes red. 

MACLADDEN (V.O.) 

Look at his face now. You can see 
that something has humbled him. 

Uther passes out again from the lack of oxygen and tumbles 
away from view 


MACLADDEN (V.O.) 

If Uther could tell you about his 
time in Eden, he would precede the 
meal with dessert and begin here, 
with the ending. 

Uther falling towards us. 

MACLADDEN (V.O.) 

Such a marvelous fall. 

Uther tumbles away from us towards what seems to be an 
arctic landscape. As he nears the snowy terrain Uther 
startles awake again, takes a gasping breath and starts 
screaming with his arms covering his head for impact. His 
body punches through what is not snow but a sea of clouds, 
we see bits and pieces of him through the swirling cloud 
mist. Uther reappears in a brief patch of sky, his body 
tumbling out of control. 

MACLADDEN (V.O.) 

He fell through the atmosphere as 
if each strata were the creamy 
topping of a lemon merengue pie... 

Uther disappears into another cloud. When he re-emerges, we 
see Pocatello, Idaho 10,000 feet below, a vast grid of 
farmland in various shades of brown, in a valley set against 
the snow capped Rocky Mountains. We see the reservoir, we 
see MacLadden's boat. 
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MACLADDEN (V.O.) 

And when he could finally see the 
earth rising up to meet him, Uther 
considered the life he'd led. 

Astonishingly, the hateful cretin 
showed signs of remorse. 

Uther gets an eyeful for how far he has left to fall. The 
earth is approaching rapidly and to Uther, this is some 
terrifying shit. 


UTHER 

(Hysterical) 

I'm Sorry!!! I'm sorry!!! 

Uther covers his eyes with his arms. He is less than 5,000 
feet from the earth. The vines on his body scurry up his 
waist like dozens of serpents, climbing up out of his back, 
rising up past his shoulders. 

Below we now see in great detail where this story begins: 
Uther's farm, MacLadden's compound, and The American Falls 
Reservoir. 

MACLADDEN (V.O.) 

But it was far too late for 
apologies. Uther Smith would not 
find forgiveness. 

CUT to black. 

A song called P-Good starts playing. 

EXT. ABOVE POCATELLO IDAHO - DAWN 

Title: SUMMER, 1999. POCATELLO, IDAHO. 

Fade in to: same overhead view of Pocatello but on a 
different day, just before sunrise. PAN down towards Uther's 
farm during a time lapse of the sun coming up through a 
jittering matrix of clouds. This is the end of summer, and 
the fields are green and lush with potato plants. 

EXT. SMITH FARM - DAY 

The same jittering clouds are reflected in the water of an 
irrigation canal. Large green leaves in fields follow the 
movement of the sun. Irrigation pivots turn in the fields. 
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Migrant workers in the fields move acres of irrigation pipe 
one fifteen foot section at a time. A giant combines turns 
up potato plants and spits spuds and dirt clumps out into 
the bed of a following semi truck. SPUDSMITH is painted on 
the side of the bed. 

Potatoes tumble down from the bed of a parked SPUDSMITH semi 
on to steel conveyor belts where a team of latino men and 
women sort out dirt clods and rejects, chucking the refuse 
over their shoulders. It is almost noon now. Time slows to a 
normal pace. 

EXT. FARM ROAD 

A tractor on the road putters along the road hauling a 
teetering trailer load of irrigation pipes. A mud covered 
WHITE 93 TOYOTA TACOMA is about to pass the tractor in the 
opposite lane. 

INT. TACOMA 

P-Good plays on the truck radio. The truck is very dusty. 
There's a mess of purchase orders and receipts on the dash. 
The driver is Uther Smith. He is in his early sixties, 
clean-shaven save for his pork chop sideburns and soul 
patch. His elbow hangs out the window. His big bouffant of 
hair stands erect on his head, only slightly bothered by the 
wind. He wears coveralls that are zipped open to mid-chest, 
revealing a ribbed white tank. A name badge on his 
coveralls: UTHER. He is singing falsetto with the radio 
while thumping a tin of chewing tobacco in his right hand. 

UTHER 

Well-a P-Good lookin' out my window 
pane, uh huh... I said-a P-Good 
lookin' out my window pane, uh 
huh. . . 

As he passes the tractor, Uther raises a hand at the TRACTOR 
MAN who raises a hand back. As he watches the tractor in his 
rearview Uther stuffs a big wad of chewing tobacco under the 
right side of his lip. Uther looks at the odometer: 
999,971.7. Uther spits tobacco juice out the window, and 
continues down the road. 
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EXT. FARMLAND 

A crow on the side of the road, picking at the flesh of 
roadkill rabbit. We see Uther's truck pass. The crow picks 
her head up and watches the truck fly down the road. She 
pulls another chunk of meat from the rabbit's carcass, sucks 
it down the gullet, and takes off in the same direction. 

EXT. DOWNTOWN POCATELLO SELF-SERVICE POST OFFICE - DAY 

Uther parks on the street in front of the a self-service 
Post Office. He gets out of the truck, holding a bottle of 
Mountain Dew. His rubber boots are mudcaked. He goes inside. 

INT. SELF-SERVICE POST OFFICE 

Uther tracks an obnoxious amount of mud into the post 
office. He turns down a hallway of wall-to-wall PO Boxes. He 
sticks a key in a box, opens it: it's completely stuffed 
with envelopes, catalogues, and a single small box. He 
gathers it all under his arm and plops them on a nearby 
counter. Through the bright sunlight pouring through the 
entryway we see the silhouette of an old woman with a cane 
hobbling into the Post Office. 

Uther takes no notice. He procures some dorky looking 
reading glasses from the breast pocket of his coveralls and 
puts them on. He picks through the stack of mail, making 
piles, guietly talking to himself about which envelope goes 
in which pile. Most of the mail is addressed to SPUDSMITH 
INC., but some to UTHER SMITH, and Uther's wife, MARY LOUISE 
BALKNER SMITH, (whom Uther refers to as MICKEY.) 

UTHER 

(barely audible) 

Farm bills, home bills, catalogs, 

Mickey, garbage, Mickey, garbage, 
farm bills, garbage... 

Uther's made five different piles by the time the old woman 
comes back into view, making a slow approach for the side of 
the counter with her mail. This is BRIDEY MACLADDEN, 

Alistair MacLadden's wife. For reasons unimportant, Uther 
harbors a genuine hatred for this woman. 
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UTHER 

Don't even think about it Bridey. I 
got a system going on here and I'm 
gonna need this whole counter. 

There's a counter for sortin' free 
over there. 

He points to a counter on the other side of the self-serve 
post office. Bridey's face devolves into a hateful scowl. 
Uther, towering over her, spits tobacco juice into his 
Mountain Dew bottle. She turns up her scowl a few notches. 

BRIDEY 

You can eat my soupy shit, Uther. 

She hobbles off to the far counter... 

Uther finishes organizing the mail which is now in 8 piles, 
which indeed takes up the entire counter. He takes his hand 
and swipes the first two piles straight into the garbage can 
next to the counter. Then he takes the next three piles and 
goes through them a second time but still throws away every 
single one without opening. He pilfers rubber bands from an 
inner pocket of his coveralls and rubber bands each of the 
remaining piles saving but one single envelope, and piles 
them on top of some tractor catalogs and women's magazines. 

Uther digsj-jin his right pant pocket, pulls out his trusty 
jack-knife and cuts along the side of the remaining 
envelope, addressed to SPUDSMITH INC from MCDIGGLES CORP. He 
gently shakes the envelope until a check starts falling out, 
we see the amount on the check as it falls out: 

$232,593.83 made out to SPUDSMITH INC from MCDIGGLE'S 
CORPORATION. 

UTHER 

Yes. Sir. 

He folds and pockets the jack-knife, chucks the empty 
envelope, tucks his reading glasses into his breast pocket. 

Bridey, who is almost to the other counter, falls over, her 
mail spills everywhere. She goes into conniptions. 
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BRIDEY 

(yelling) 

You!!! Inconsiderate... SHIT! Did 
you see what happened?! Do you see 
what you've done?! 

Uther studies the scene. She has done this on purpose, to 
suck him into some kind of confrontation, he has been down 
this road before. He spits in his bottle. Not today. He 
starts walking toward the exit in the opposite direction. 

BRIDEY 

(yelling) 

What the- Help me! Where are you 

going?! 

Uther keeps walking. 

BRIDEY 

(blood curdling rage) 

You delight in your wickedness 
Uther Smith but God shall not let 
your sins go unpunished! Help me up 
this instant! 

Uther approaches the exit and does not turn around as he 
speaks. 


UTHER 

God helps those who help 
themselves, Mrs. MacLadden! 

The door slams shut behind him. 

EXT. DOWNTOWN POCATELLO POST OFFICE 

Uther walks out of the Post Office. He chucks the mail 
bundle through the open window of his truck as he passes it, 
continues across the street to Zion Bank with check in hand. 

A crow is sitting on the post of a short wooden fence in 
front of the bank. We see its eyes, watching Uther. They are 
black and unusually shiny. 

CROW 

CAW! ! ! 

Uther notices the bird looking at him as he walks past. 
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INT. ZION BANK 

Uther walks through the lobby to an office, tracking much 
less mud than before. He knocks on the office door but 
doesn't wait for an answer, he lets himself in. 

INT. ETHAN SMITH'S OFFICE 

A man sits behind the desk on the phone. On the desk is a 
name plague that reads ETHAN SMITH. ETHAN is Uther's 
brother. He bears a resemblance to Uther but is eight years 
younger. Ethan holds up his middle finger at Uther while he 
finishes his phone conversation. 

ETHAN 

Mr Hotter, as you are well aware I 
got as much farming in my blood as 
you do. Probably more if we're 
showing our dicks here. I did all I 
could to stop this from happening 
but now it's come down from way 
over my head and there is nothing 
this bank can do for you. 

Uther takes a seat, steals a pen from a pen cup, signs the 
back of the check and spins it across the desk to Ethan. 
Ethan takes a look at the check, makes a "holy shit!" face. 
Uther props his muddy boots up on Ethan's desk. 

ETHAN 

Fact of the matter Mr. Hotter is 
that farms get foreclosed on. All. 

Year. Long. You ever see any movies 
about farms? [listens to Hotter's 
reply] What always happens at the 
end? [listens again] That's right. 

They lose the farm, [a silent 
pause] You are not stranger than 
fiction, Mr. Hotter. 

Ethan makes faces at the phone mocking the sobbing man on 
the other end of the line, pretending to cry. Uther spits in 
his Mountain Dew bottle. He spies a small silver platter on 
the desk with some matchbooks handsomely arranged. He leans 
over to take one. The matchbook cover is a business card 
reads Zion Bank - Pocatello - Ethan Smith - Branch Manager 
- etc. Uther puts it in his inner cover-all pocket. 
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ETHAN 

I'm sorry, Mr. Hotter, I need to 
put you on hold. 

Ethan presses a button and lays down the phone. 

ETHAN 

Get your damn boots off my desk. 

Uther complies and even wipes the dirt off the desk onto the 
floor. 


UTHER 

'nother farm bites the dust, uh? 
ETHAN 

Yep. 

Ethan grabs a pen and a deposit slip. 

UTHER 

I'll pour a little dirt out of my 
boot. 


ETHAN 

Not here. 

UTHER 

I think Hotter has a New Holland 
combine that's in good shape. I bet 
I could nab it for cheap before you 
guys seize it. When's land auction? 

Ethan starts filling out a deposit slip for Uther. As he 
copies the amount on the check he says... 

ETHAN 

Two weeks. How the hell you pulling 
in this kind of money? 

UTHER 

We've pulled up a fuckton of spuds, 
buddy. 


ETHAN 

I'm happy for you, man. Nobody but 
corporate makes this kind of money, 
you're like... the rock star of 
(MORE) 
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ETHAN (cont'd) 

potato farmers. Straight deposit? 

UTHER 

Yep. 

ETHAN 

Okay. Back in a minute. 

Ethan stands up with the check and deposit slip. Uther kicks 
his foot out as Ethan passes and makes Ethan trip out of 
step and crash head first into the wall. Ethan grabs his 
forehead. 


ETHAN 

Jesus, man. What's your deal? 

UTHER 

Heh heh. Gotcha. 

Ethan stumbles out to the teller area with everyone looking 
at him. 


ETHAN 

Not cool. 

Uther puts his muddy boots back up on the desk. 

UTHER 

(under his breath) 

...tell me where to put my boots... 


EXT. ZION BANK 

Uther walks out of the bank. 

EXT. POST OFFICE 

Uther backs out into the street and drives off down the main 
road. He passes a McDiggle's restaurant. He notices a crow 
on the golden McDiggle Arch, staring right at him. 

INT. TACOMA 

Uther looks at the crow on the arch in his rearview. The 
crow flies off the arch and starts pursuing. As Uther gets 
on the edge of town he gives it some gas. 



17 


EXT. FARMLAND 

Uther gets out into farmland getting up to 70 mph. The crow 
is far behind, in pursuit. 

INT. TACOMA 

Another country song known as the Boot Scoot Boogie is on 
the radio. Uther taps the steering wheel. He looks in the 
rearview and the crow is gone. 

UTHER 

(singing) 

I've got a good job, I work hard 
for my money. When it's quitting 
time, I hit the door runnin. I fire 
up my pick up truck and let the 
horses run... I go flying down that 
highway... 

The same TRACTOR MAN from before is continuing his journey 
west along the road. They exchange another hand raise as 
Uther rockets past. 

Uther guts the chaw from his lip and chucks it out the 
window. 

EXT. FARM ROAD 

Uther's truck zooms past us as his spit bottle flies out the 
window. It explodes when it hits the pavement. 

INT. UTHER'S GARAGE 

The garage door raises and sunlight blazes in as the muddy 
Tacoma rolls into the garage towards us until it has parked. 

INT. TACOMA 

Uther stares at the odometer: 999,999.9. He keeps staring. 

RADIO 

I see outlaws, inlaws, crooks, and 
straights, all out making it 
shake... doin the Boot Scoot Boo — 

He kills the engine, leaving the keys in the ignition. 
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He grabs the mail and gets out. 

EXT. UTHER'S HOUSE 

Uther walks from the garage to his house. 

INT. UTHER'S HOUSE: MUD ROOM 

Uther opens a screen door, walks into the mud room/laundry 
room and kicks his muddy boots off, for before him there is 
a sea of WHITE CARPET. MICKEY calls from her office on the 
other side of the house. 

MICKEY (O.S.) 

(loud) 

That you hun? 

UTHER 
(loud) 

Yep. 

Uther walks into the kitchen. 

INT. KITCHEN 

Uther opens the fridge. It is full of things made of 
potatoes: baked potatoes wrapped in foil, tupperware dish 
with mashed potatoes, casserole dish with potatoes augratin, 
a saran-wrapped platter of potato skins. He grabs a 
container of orange juice and drinks from it. Returns it. 
Opens a crisper: full of Idaho russets. Opens another 
drawer: Giant turkey leg wrapped in foil! 

INT. MICKEY'S OFFICE 

Uther is eating the giant turkey leg as he walks into his 
Mickey's office/project room. Mickey, a brunette, is still 
in her sexy PJs and slippers, hair in a ponytail. She is 
much younger than Uther, in her late thirties. In this 
office there is a bunch of goddamned sewing and guilting 
shit. And buried in the back is a computer where apparently 
a moderate amount of accounting takes place. MICKEY sits at 
said computer, looking at a celebrity gossip website. Uther 
dumps the load of mail on her desk. 
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UTHER 

Deposited a check from McDiggles 
for Two-Hundred-and-Thirty 
McThousand. 

Mickey spins around in her office chair. 

MICKEY 

Oh yay. I wanna chandelier. 

UTHER 

I wanna November in Cabo. 

MICKEY 

You taking me with you? 

UTHER 

Sure. You want some turkey leg? 

He holds it in her face. She swats it away. 

MICKEY 

Knock it off. 

Uther takes another bite of his turkey leg. Mickey rolls her 
desk chair towards him and puts her arms around him. 

MICKEY 

You gonna stay a little while? 

UTHER 

(with food in his mouth) 

Only for a minute. I've got to fix 
a pivot down at Bennet's before it 
gets dark, and then I'm on the 
graveyard shift running a combine. 

MICKEY 

I never see you. 

She pulls down the zipper of his coveralls. Uther lectures 
her with the turkey leg. 

UTHER 

I've got a bajillion acres of spuds 
to harvest. You married a farmer. 

You chose this life. 
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She lifts up his tank top and kisses his plump belly. Uther 
takes another bite of his turkey leg. 

MICKEY 

But I wanna fucky. 

UTHER 

(with food in his mouth) 

Woman, don't you see me eating this 
giant damn turkey leg? 

INT UPSTAIRS HALLWAY 

Dollying slowly down the hallway we see framed pics of 
Uther, Mickey, and their extended families, wedding 
pictures, etc. bouncing against the wall, turning sideways 
as we hear the animal sounds of Uther banging the shit out 
of his wife against the wall while Mickey speaks in tongues. 
Uther lets out a disturbing grunt accompanied with a wall 
slam that sends a picture of Ethan Smith flying off the 
wall, cracking the glass of the picture frame. The fucking 
has stopped. Just the sound of the two of them out of 
breath. We stop at the closed door and hear Mickey fall from 
the bed to the floor. 

INT BEDROOM 

Mickey lays breathless and naked on the floor with sheets 
all tangled around her body. Uther stands over her as pulls 
his coverall zipper up back up. 

UTHER 

I won't be back til breakfast. 

MICKEY 

(paralyzed) 

Okey doke. 


UTHER 

When next we meet, you'll give ME 
the sausage. 

MICKEY 

Ha. Funny. Circle of life and shit. 

Uther stoops down, squeezes her cheeks with his hand and 
shakes her face a little. 
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UTHER 

No-vem-ber in Caaabooo 

He gives her a kiss. He stands back up, grabs his turkey leg 
off the bed stand. He walks out backwards. 

UTHER 

Mickey Mouse... Hold down the 
house... 

He points the turkey leg at her. 

UTHER 

Don't be a louse. I am your spouse. 

MICKEY 

Get the fuck outta here. 

EXT. BEHIND UTHER'S HOUSE 

Uther busts out of the screen door, eating his turkey 
leg. He walks through his backyard to a dirt road. To his 
right are two small dwellings with old junky cars and less 
junky off road motorcycles and ATV's in the yard. There is a 
LATINO WOMAN about 20 years old in front of one of the 
buildings, tending after a 3 YEAR OLD GIRL that is wearing 
nothing but a diaper and sandals. 

WOMAN 
(smiling) 

Hola! 


UTHER 

(mouth full of turkey) 

Hola. 

3YO GIRL 
Hola, Senor Smith! 

UTHER 
Hola, princesa! 


INT. SHOP 

Uther arrives at an open service bay door in a giant steel 
building where equipment and vehicles are serviced. ROBERTO 
PEZ, in his mid 20's, thin moustache, feathered black hair- 
is down in a row disc bedder with a pneumatic wrench draped 
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over his shoulder. There is a cigarette hanging loosely from 
his lip. He drops a loose tire into place over the wheel's 
bolts. 

ISREAL "IZZY" CIELO, short and stocky, 16 years old, 
backwards baseball cap, wearing headphones. He is hooking up 
new hoses from the bedder to the back of a tractor with a 
wrench. 

IZZY and ROBERTO wave at Uther as he passes, Uther raises a 
hand and walks to the other service bay towards a Red '82 
TOYOTA SR5 with a pair of legs sticking out from under it, 
beer cans scattered around the feet. 

We hear Pez's pneumatic wrench going off on lug nuts. Uther 
chucks the now decimated turkey leg into a steel barrel. 

There is a mini old-fashioned soda machine on the counter 
near the SR5. Uther opens the soda machine with a key off 
his belt and steals an orange soda. He cracks it open and 
chugs. He moves over to a plastic bin full of small 
electronic parts, rifles through it, and pulls out a micro¬ 
switch. He blows the dirt out of it and tucks it in a 
pocket. 


UTHER 
(loud) 

Yo Melvin! 

MELVIN CIELO speaks from under the truck. 

MELVIN 
(loud) 

Que paso? 

Uther pulls a handful of gaskets from the drawer of a parts 
organizer mounted to the wall and throws them into a 
cardboard box. 

UTHER 

What's up with your truck- is it 
driving today or what? 

Under the truck we can see Melvin effectively sledge- 
hammering the shit out of a severely bent tie rod. 
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MELVIN 

She's. Almost. Ready. To. Ride. 

Uther pulls some collars from another drawer and drops them 
in the box. He throws the box through the passenger window 
of the SR5 and then walks over to a massive pile of pipes 
next to the wall. He kicks a bunch of pipes aside to get to 
some longer pipes beneath. 

UTHER 

I know today's supposed to be your 
day off, but we had a little mishap 
with the pivot down at Bennet's 
field. Your expertise is reguired. 

It'll take about an hour. 

Melvin slides out from under the truck. He's a tall and lean 
21 year old latino kid. He sits up and takes a sip of his 
beer. Uther chucks three tall curved pipes into Melvin's 
truck. 


MELVIN 

I've been drinking, dude. 

Uther drops an armload of rusty towing chains in the back. 

UTHER 

That's no excuse. 

Melvin wipes the grease from his hands onto a towel. He 
cracks open a beer. 

MELVIN 

I'm not going to stop drinking. 

Uther straps down the pipes. 

UTHER 

Understood. 

MELVIN 

I need to tear up some dirt first, 
make sure she flies straight. 

Uther smacks the side of the truck. 
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UTHER 

Go for it. 

Melvin throws a backpack and a cooler in the back of the 
SR5. He peels backwards out of the shop and tears off into 
the recently harvested field next to the shop, sending up 
massive clouds of dirt. 

CUT to Pez, sitting in the tractor while Izzy hollers orders 
to him re: positions of the disc bedder and its arms. 

IZZY 

(speaking Spanish) 

Left, left, left! Okay, right, 
right! Open the arms. Close them. 

Okay! 

It moves up and down, left and right. The arms come apart 
and come together. Everything works. 

PEZ 

(speaking Spanish) 

Is she good? 

IZZY 

(speaking Spanish) 

She's good! 

Pez kills the engine of the tractor. 

Izzy walks towards Uther who watches Melvin do bumpy donuts 
at horrifying speeds. Izzy pulls his headphones off his 
ears. 

IZZY 

(speaking Spanish) 

She's ready. 

UTHER: 

(speaking Spanish) 

Good. That's all I got for you. 

What are you doing tomorrow? 

IZZY 

(speaking Spanish) 

Working for you, boss. 
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UTHER 

(speaking Spanish) 

You seem so sure about that. 


INT SR5 

While in mid donut Melvin yanks the emergency brake, which 
sends the SR5 sliding sideways towards the open bay door. 

INT. SHOP 

It screeches to a halt at the shop's bay door, nearly 
killing Uther and Izzy, both of who are unimpressed. The 
engine stalls. 


MELVIN 

Suck it! 

EXT. FARM ROAD - DAY 

The SR5 is moving at high speed down E 93 S. 

INT. SR5 

Melvin rocks the wheel hard, testing out his repair. The 
radio is blaring a Mexican ballad. 

MELVIN 

(speaking Spanish) 

My skills as a mechanic are 
supreme. 


UTHER 

I'd save that for the day when you 
don't have to downshift to stop the 
truck. 

Melvin starts singing along to the radio at the top of his 
lungs. 


UTHER 

NOPE! 

Uther shuts the radio off and they ride in silence. He loads 
a new wad of chew into his mouth. An old Ford 350 approaches 
Melvin's SR5 from the other lane. A distressed looking man 
is at the wheel. 
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UTHER 
There's Kotter. 

Uther raises his hand, grinning right at Kotter as they 
pass. There are some very fat kids in the bed of Kotter's 
truck. Uther looks into the passenger sideview mirror and 
sees the piggy children. 

UTHER 

Taking piggies off to slaughter. 

Uther spits. Melvin keeps driving, then suddenly veers off 
the road into a bumpy field. Uther grabs onto the oh-shit 
handle as they are continuously thrown up and down in their 
seats. 

EXT. BENNET FIELD 

Melvin swerves onto a steel bridge that crosses an 
irrigation canal. The canal is glistening with flowing 
water. The truck fishtails as it comes off the bridge. 

Up and over an embankment and we see a valley: Bennet Field. 
Melvin throttles down the hill and tears across a dirt road 
that goes straight through a lush potato field towards the 
pivot. If you don't know what an irrigation pivot looks 
like, google that shit, it's important. The midsection of 
this particular pivot has crashed into a telephone pole in a 
comically bad way. 

INT. SR5 


MELVIN 

Mierda! What the fuck is this?! 

EXT. BENNET FIELD 

Part of the pivot structure is wrapped around the telephone 
pole- which has been pushed over at a near 45 degree angle. 
The two end sections of the pivot have completely flipped 
upside down. 

INT. SR5 


UTHER 

Pull up to that toppled telephone 
pole. 
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MELVIN 

The fuck happened? 

Uther pulls the micro-switch he took from the shop from his 
pocket and holds it up for Melvin to see. 

UTHER 

Fried micro-switch. 

Melvin drops into first gear and pulls the emergency brake. 
EXT. BENNET FIELD 

The SR5 skids to a stop in the field near the wreckage. 

MELVIN 

This isn't no one hour job, man. 

UTHER 

I know. 

MELVIN 
(In Spanish) 

You're a fucking asshole. 

UTHER 

I know. 

Uther gets out of the truck. 

Melvin gets out as well. They lean against the hood and 
survey the carnage. Melvin cracks open a beer and takes a 
gulp. 


MELVIN 

How the hell are we supposed to fix 
this by ourselves? 

UTHER 

Easy. We take apart this whole 
damaged section in front of us, 
replace the bent pipes and collars, 
put it back together. Disconnect 
the two flipped over sections down 
on the end there and pull them 
upright with the truck. Reconnect 
them all. Replace this micro¬ 
switch. Done. 
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Uther spits. 


UTHER 

It'll be over before you know it. 

MELVIN 
(In Spanish) 

You're fucking crazy in the head, 
man. 

Uther turns to Melvin with a raised eyebrow and a grin. 

UTHER 

You know what they call it when 
you're chewin' tobaccy in front of 
your wife without her knowin'? 

MELVIN 

What. 

Uther spits. 


UTHER 

Sneakachew. 

Cut to late afternoon, same exact view from behind Uther and 
Melvin, leaning against the exact same spots on the truck. 
The phone pole is still half-fallen over but the pivot has 
been completely repaired and is ready to return to service. 
Uther looks over at Melvin with a shit-eating grin. He pats 
Melvin on the shoulder. 

UTHER 

Good work, jefe, I knew you had it 
in you. You just sit here and enjoy 
that cold beverage, I'm going to 
turn this thing back on and then we 
can get out of here. 

Uther walks off. 

Medium close-up of Melvin leaning against his truck, drunk 
and glassy-eyed, looking at his handiwork. 

A crow lands on the pivot, in Melvin's direct view. Melvin 
and the crow stare at each other for a long moment. 
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CROW 

CAW 

MELVIN 

Caw caw, mothafucka!!! 

Two more crows land next to the first crow. 

CROWS 

CAW CAW CAW CAW!!! 

MELVIN 

CAW CAW TO ALLLL YALL MOTHAFUCKAS!! 

Melvin looks to Uther walking towards the control box, then 
back up at the crows, but they have disappeared. 

EXT. PIVOT CENTER STATION 

Uther opens the door on the pivot's control panel. He pushes 
a big red button. The wheels of the pivot creak, the frame 
groans, and the pivot tires roll forward a guarter turn, and 
then roll another smoother guarter turn. He flips another 
switch, and looks up at the sprinkler heads. They come to 
life, spouting water. He watches the sprinklers for a long 
beat. The water sputters and stops. Uther flips the switch 
up and down. Waits a second, flips it a number of times. He 
looks towards the pump house on the canal. He shuts down the 
pivot, slams the box closed, and tromps across the field 
toward the pump house. 

EXT. PUMP HOUSE 

Uther approaches the pump house from the field. 

He looks down into the canal, it is no longer flowing with 
water, only scattered puddles for as far as he can see. 

UTHER 

(to himself) 

Ditch was full a couple hours 
ago... 

In the distance we can see Melvin has moved to the other 
side of the truck to check out what's going on. 
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MELVIN: 
(hollering) 
Que paso? 


UTHER: 

(hollering over the distance) 

Goddamn ditch is dry, that's what! 

Uther looks down empty canal that stretches to the horizon. 
He spits. He turns back towards the field. There are 7 crows 
in the field blocking his path. 

CROWS 

CAW CAW CAW CAW CAW CAW !!! 

UTHER 

What is this, The Birds ? Scram! 

Uther kicks dirt at the crows, sending them scattering as he 
tromps back to the truck. Melvin is climbing into the driver 
seat. 


UTHER 

Somebody must have closed a gate. 
Let's go. 


INT. SR5 

UTHER climbs in and slams his passenger door. Melvin starts 
the truck. 


UTHER 

The canal was full when we pulled 
up. It was full, wasn't it? 

MELVIN: 

(buzzed) 

Haha... to tell you the truth... 

I'm not sure. 

UTHER 

It was full. 

Melvin puts the truck in first and peels out, sending black 
mud flying everywhere. 
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UTHER 

You okay to drive? 

MELVIN 

Chill out dude. I have my drunken 
driver's license. 

EXT. BENNET FIELD 

The SR5 crosses the bridge and fishtails onto a dirt road 
that follows the canal. 

EXT. FARM ROAD 

They drive a few miles. Melvin hangs over the side of his 
window with one hand on the wheel, driving on the wrong side 
of the road to inspect the canal. 

INT SR5 

MELVIN 
(in Spanish) 

It's dry all the way out to the 
reservoir. 

Uther is pondering. He yells over the sound of the wind and 
engine. 

UTHER 

You know--(he has a moment of 
realization) That crazy old hag. 

Bridey MacLadden and I had a moment 
at the Post Office today. Every 
time I see that woman she's got her 
nose in my business, so I 
preemptively told her to piss off. 

Then she pretends to fall over, her 
shit spills everywhere, and she 
goes into conniptions because I 
won't help her up off the floor. So 
I left. 

They are driving through endless farmland where building 
structures are scarce. 
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MELVIN 

Bro... You left an old lady lying 
on the ground? 

UTHER 
(spits) 

I want no part in that play. 

Far off on the horizon is the reservoir. Above it is an 
enormous thunderhead cloud. The cloud is pitch black and 
rumbling. 


UTHER 

So maybe Mother MacLadden went 
cryin about it to Daddy MacLadden, 
and then Daddy MacLadden went and 
cut our water off. And then, in the 
next chapter, Uther Smith punches 
MacLadden in his stupid fucking 
face. 

As they get closer to the reservoir it becomes increasingly 
grey and overcast. Directly ahead is a sprawling monstrosity 
of a weird ass house that belongs to the MacLadden family. 

EXT. MACLADDEN COMPOUND 

The MacLadden compound is a castle of the weird, a hodge¬ 
podge of various architectural styles, fit together like odd 
blocks. A lighthouse rises up from the back-center portion 
of the house; a shiny silver school bus is somehow connected 
to the front of the house. Parts from farm eguipment are 
welded together to form a low fence around the property. The 
front gate is wrought iron that's been spray-painted silver, 
ornately bent into the words "SCHOOL OF SURVIVAL." An exotic 
garden surrounds the house, fenced off with sculptured scrap 
metal. Goats bleat and roam the yard. 

MacLadden is driving a tractor, hauling a massive 30 foot 
log across the yard by means of hook and chain. 

INT. SR5 


UTHER 
Stop the truck. 
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EXT.MACLADDEN COMPOUND 


The SR5 slides to a stop alongside the fence. Uther surveys 
the situation. MacLadden, seeing Uther, stops the tractor 
and turns it off. Bridey sits on the porch on her rocking 
chair. 


INT. SR5 

Uther and Bridey are locked in a 100 yard shit eatin stare. 

UTHER 

(kind of whispering to Melvin) 

I mean, are you seeing what I'm 
seeing? Do you see the horrors 
behind them dead soulless eyes? 

Look at her... It's Norman Bates' 
mother. She's bad news bears, man. 

Me no likey. Lean back. 


Melvin leans back in his chair and Uther leans over to 
scream out the window. 


UTHER 

MACLADDEN! 


MacLadden hops off the tractor. He holds a hand up to his 
ear. 


UTHER 

COMERE A MINUTE! 

MacLadden walks towards Uther. 

EXT. SR5 

Uther spits a big juicy hocker with a THPLAABP as MacLadden 
approaches. When MacLadden arrives at the welded fence Uther 
leans over Melvin even more and screams at the top of his 
lungs at MacLadden's face. 

UTHER 

YOU HAPPEN TO NOTICE THE DITCH IS 
BONE-DEAD DRY?!? 

MacLadden has to stoop to get his head in view of the truck 
window. He is wearing a t-shirt with a sandwich on it that 
reads: CLUB SANDWICHES, NOT SEALS. As Alistair leans over 
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the fence, Uther backs into his seat. 

MACLADDEN 

Good Afternoon, Mr. Smith. How is 
farm life treating you? 

UTHER 

Don't you fucking patronize me. You 
turn off my water? 

MACLADDEN 

Mr. Smith, there's no need for that 
tone. I did not turn off your 
water. 


UTHER 

You know there's 12 other farmers 
drawing off this canal, right? 

MACLADDEN 
Of course I do. 

UTHER 

You know that section 236.67 of 
Bannock County property law states 
it is a crime punishable by 6 
months in jail to fuck with my 
goddamned water? 

MACLADDEN 

I'm aware of that, yes, but I've 
been working on an addition to my 
home all day, Mr. Smith. I did not 
turn off your water. 


INT. SR5 


UTHER 

HORSESHIT! I'm going to open this 
canal back up, and if you close it 
again I'm going to knock them 
dentures clean off your gums, you 
read me, grandpa? 


Both MacLadden and Uther share a hateful stare. 
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UTHER 

(to Melvin) 

Vamonos. 

Melvin raises his seat back up and drunkenly nods goodbye to 
MacLadden. 


MELVIN 
(hiccups) 

Sir. 

EXT. MACLADDEN COMPOUND 

They screech off down the road, and then burn a hard left 
into a field, driving along a dirt road that runs along the 
north side of the MacLadden Compound. They are headed 
towards the reservoir. 

INT. SR5 


UTHER 

You gotta know how to talk to these 
fucking zealots or they suck you 
right in. 


MELVIN 

Pendejos MacLocos, cabron. He's 
all... you know all those 
buildings, he's like gettin ready 
for los cuatro jinetes and shit, 
right? A couple of months ago the 
old lady came right at me at the 
grocery store and she dropped her 
cane and shook me, like shook me 
fucking hard, and I was holding a 
bunch of limes and they're flying 
out of my hands, and I'm like "hey 
what the fuck, lady" and she 
screams some shit like "you are the 
lamb, Melvin Cielo! You will be 
sacrificed or all mankind shall 
perish!!" and then she's tellin ME 
I need to come to Jesus and I grab 
my cross and I'm like, "fuck you, 
puta! I got latin Jesus!" ...but I 
guess I didn't cuz then she slapped 
the Christ outta me. 
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UTHER 

That's a pretty good story. 

Uther spits. Melvin belches a good one. They race alongside 
the empty canal. The sky is getting dark. Melvin drops a 
gear as they climb a hill, going even faster. The wind 
rushes through their hair. He shifts back up as they go down 
the hill. Through the windshield they get an impressive view 
of the reservoir. Lightning strikes the water. 

UTHER 

Got some weather coming at us. 

EXT. RESERVOIR ROAD 

The truck catches a little air off a bump in the road and 
shimmies as it lands. 

INT. SR5 

They are approaching another hill and Melvin drops it a 
gear. He takes a swig of beer. 

EXT. RESERVOIR ROAD 

Overhead view: As the SR5 rockets towards the crest of the 
hill we can see that a sharp fifteen foot cliff has been 
carved out of the other side of the hill. 

INT. SR5 

It is suddenly clear that they are going to launch off a 
cliff. 


UTHER 

MELVIN!!! 

Melvin spews his beer. 

MELVIN 

Mierda a mi madre! 


He slams on the brakes but as we have already established, 
they don't work. 
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EXT. RESERVOIR ROAD 

The SR5 is now seriously airborne and the two men are 
screaming for their lives. 

INT. SR5 

A look of horror on Uther and Melvin's face as they are 
about to land front end first. Uther grabs the "oh shit 
handle" with his both hands. 

EXT. SMITH/CIELO CRASH SITE 

The SR5 nose dives into a muddy embankment. 

INT. SR5 

Melvin's head flies forward; Uther's chaw flies from his 
mouth. Uther keeps his grip on the oh shit handle as he is 
thrown sideways into the dash and windshield. Melvin's nose 
crunches on the steering wheel, his left knee slams into the 
dash. 

EXT. SMITH/CIELO CRASH SITE 

The SR5 is crashed on the shore of a big muddy lake. There 
is a hissing as steam comes up from the hood. 

INT SR5 

Melvin leans back his head, out of it. Blood pours from his 
nose. 


Unnh. 


MELVIN 


Uther groans angrily as he sits up. He holds on to his side. 

UTHER 

(yelling) 

OW! 


He turns to Melvin. 


UTHER 

Are you retarded!? 

Melvin falls into Uther. Uther pushes him back upright. 
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Melvin falls against the door, face bloody, blinking. 

UTHER 

Don't move. 

MELVIN 

(weakly) 

Oh... kay... 

EXT. SMITH/CIELO CRASH SITE 

The clouds are so black that it seems to be midnight. The 
SR5's passenger door swings open and Uther slides out into 
the muck. He cries out and grabs his knees as pressure is 
put on his right foot. The left side of his face is bruised, 
his lip busted. 

He sinks into the muck, it comes to just below the top of 
his boots. He attempts to walk but his boots are stuck in 
the mud. 


UTHER 

Of all the STUPID... 

UTHER grunts as he painfully heaves his legs upward and 
frees them of his boots, he stumbles forward, falls to his 
knees. Cries out in pain. 

He picks himself back up. He is covered in mud. He nurses 
his neck and looks around. What he sees is very out of 
place. 


UTHER 

The hell? 

They are a few hundred yards from the reservoir. 

The field they have crashed in is completely flooded. Near 
the crash site there is an Unnaturally Large Mound of Newly- 
Tilled Dirt, nearly twenty feet high. 

The mound seems to have been pushed from a section of the 
hillside, leaving behind the cliff they'd just launched off 
of. The Unnaturally Large Mound intersects the canal, 
cutting it off from the reservoir. 

This is why the canal has gone dry. Uther looks like he 
wants to kill a man. 
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He looks towards the sluice gate at the head of the canal, 
where water continues to gush into the flooded field. 

Uther limps across the shallow lake towards the sluice gate. 

EXT. SLUICE GATE 

Uther groans as he turns a stubborn wheel to close the 
sluice gate. The water pouring over the top of the gate 
slows to a stop. 

He cops a sguat on top of the gate with his feet hanging 
above the canal, catching his breath. He looks at the SR5 
lodged head first in the mud, the Unnaturally Large Mound. 
Far in the distance he can see the lighthouse tower of the 
Macladden compound, spinning lights blazing through the 
windows of the lantern room. Uther boils with rage. 

UTHER 

I will burn his house to the 
ground. 

Uther peels off his mud sodden socks and throws them into 
the water and hops back into the flooded field. 

EXT. SMITH/CIELO CRASH SITE 

Uther limps through the water. Heat lightning lights up the 
clouds above him. Big gusts of wind start coming off the 
reservoir. 

A light drizzle starts. 

INT. SR5 

Melvin in the driver seat. His face and t-shirt are covered 
with blood. He's holding an ice cold beer on his nose. Uther 
approaches the window. He just stares at Melvin. The wind is 
strong enough that he has to yell. 

MELVIN 

What the fuck just happened? 

UTHER 

You oughtta have your license 
revoked. 
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MELVIN 

I couldn't see that the road was 
gone. And then the road was gone. 

There was no way for me to know. 

Melvin lowers the beer, revealing a thick bruise the shape 
of the steering wheel, finger ridges and all, on the bridge 
of his nose. 

UTHER 
How's the nose? 

MELVIN 

Fucking broken. Fucked my knee up 
too. Salud. 

Melvin cracks open the beer and chugs on it. 

UTHER 

You gonna be alright? 

Melvin takes a breath from his drink. 

MELVIN 

(burps) Yo soy un sobreviviente. La 
cucaracha, cabron. 

Uther takes a step back to look at the truck. 

MELVIN 

How bad she look? 

EXT. SMITH/CIELO CRASH SITE 

Uther inspects the front of the truck. 

UTHER 

Don't see any body damage. But it's 
sunk in the mud pretty good. 

MELVIN 

Can we backer out? 

UTHER 

With a chain and a tractor... 
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MELVIN 

Coho... Coho grande y gordo... 

Making all sorts of pained groans, and repeating the word 
coho, Melvin shoves opens his door, takes off his socks and 
sho. He drops the foot from his good leg into the mud and 
holds on to a rail on the roof as he hops on the foot to the 
back of the truck. 


UTHER 

Where you headed? 

MELVIN 

There's ice in the back of the 
truck. 


UTHER 

You want me to just get it for you? 

MELVIN 

I'm good man. I got this. 

Melvin opens the tailgate of his truck and pulls himself up. 
He pulls the cooler close, drops a half melted bag of ice on 
his knee. He reaches back into the cooler and fishes out a 
beer. He offers it to Uther. 

MELVIN 

Last one. 

UTHER 

Keep the brewski. I need a chawski 
in the jawski. 

Uther and Melvin stare at the cliff in front of them. Uther 
is smacking his puck of chaw against his thumb. Melvin 
cracks open the beer. 

UTHER 

Look at the size of that hole 
chunked out of the hill. 

Uther inserts a chaw into his mouth. 

UTHER 

It'll take a backhoe 2 days to dig 
out the canal and fix the road. 
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MELVIN 

You think MacLoco did this? 

UTHER 

I don't know how he did it, but he 
definitely fucking did it. 

MELVIN 

What are we going to do? 

UTHER 

I'm gonna set that fucker's house 
on fire. 


MELVIN 

I have a better idea: me in a 
hospital bed. High on morphine. 

Lightning, thunder, tobacco spit. 

UTHER 

Well. I reckon we start walking 
then. 


MELVIN 

Yeah... I ain't walkin boss. 

UTHER 

(speaking Spanish) 

I thought you were a survivor. 

MELVIN 

(speaking Spanish) 

I'11 survive here on the tailgate 
until you come back for me, fucker. 

UTHER 

Yeah, (spits) Maybe. 

Rumbling of thunder. Melvin looks over at the mound and sees 
a murder of crows there, sitting silent, staring at them. 

MELVIN 

(speaking Spanish) 

You see all those crows? 

Uther looks at the crows. 
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UTHER 

Yep. Crows a poppin. 

MELVIN 

(speaking Spanish) 

Why are they all staring at us like 
that. 


UTHER 

Because you and I are the greatest 
show on earth, Melvin. 

The crows just sit there, staring. A hard wind starts 
blowing. A flash of a lightning strike backlights even more 
crows on the mound, all sitting there, staring. 

UTHER 

Ya know... I think I might start 
walking before it starts coming 
down. 

Uther slides off the truck. 

UTHER 

Hang tight. I'll be back with the 
calvary. 

MELVIN 

(speaking Spanish) 

Don't forget about me, boss. Don't 
leave me here to die. 

UTHER 

If I did that I wouldn't have to 
pay your hospital bill. 

Uther climbs out of the mud and hobbles up and around the 
cliff. 

Melvin reaches for his backpack, opens the front pocket, and 
pulls out a half smoked joint. 

MELVIN 
(To himself) 

Medicina. 

The moment Uther has disappeared to the other side of the 
hill, Melvin puts the joint in his mouth. He looks at the 
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Unnaturally Large Mound. The crows are all still sitting 
there in the rain, watching him. As Melvin lights the joint, 
the flame from his lighter explodes in his face. The joint 
flies from his mouth into the mud and when he reels back he 
knocks his backpack off the tailgate. 

MELVIN 

(speaking Spanish) 

God in heaven, why do you hate me. 

Melvin drops down from the tailgate, takes a single hop to 
his bag and puts it around one shoulder. He takes another 
hop to the joint. 

As he leans down to grab it, the crows all fly up off the 
Unnaturally Large Mound towards the reservoir, cawing like 
mad. 

Melvin doesn't seem to notice. He cleans the mud off the 
joint. He puts it in his mouth and lights it while standing 
on one foot, cheefing it until the cherry is red hot. 

The crows climb skyward above the water as they circle back 
from the reservoir, headed in Melvin's direction. Melvin 
hears cawing above him and looks up to see the crows 
circling above. Above the crows, hundreds of enormous 
snakelike vines come slithering out from the clouds. Before 
he can react, the crows dive right at him, and legions of 
massive snake-like vines hurtling down from the clouds 
behind them. The crows swoop up and BOOOM!!! The vine 
tendrils smash down all around Melvin, they smash the 
tailgate of the truck with such a force that the front end 
flips up and over. A tire is hurled from the impact over the 
hill towards Uther. 

EXT. HILLSIDE 

Uther whips around to see the huge mass of vines burrowing 
down into the earth and a tire flying through the air 
towards him. The tire lands several feet away from him and 
rolls guickly past where he stands. It continues down the 
dirt road. Uther looks back at the vines. Dirt is gushing 
out of the ground all around them. 
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EXT. SMITH/CIELO CRASH SITE 

The rushing descent of burrowing vines suddenly stops. After 
a beat the vines whip back up into the sky, leaving behind a 
second Unnaturally Large Mound of Newly Tilled Dirt. Melvin 
is gone. The SR5 is demolished, upside down. 

EXT. HILLSIDE 

Uther stands there, dumbfounded, as he watches the last of 
the vines disappear into the clouds. Lightning crashes. The 
crows circle high above the crash site as a new legion of 
vines gather behind them. 

The crows dive at Uther with the vines hurtling down behind 
them. Uther stands there, so slackjawed that his chaw falls 
right out of his mouth. He stumbles back as the crows dive 
at him. They suddenly swoop up into the sky to avoid the 
thunderfall of vines. The vines hit the earth all around 
Uther and burrow down, making a deafening rumble and spewing 
out dirt until... 

INT. TOWERING CHAMBER OF VINES 

..the vines have formed a solid wall all around UTHER. They 
travel downward at an incredible speed. It is pitch black 
but for an unearthly green glow coming from the hollow 
tunnel above him. Suddenly the wall of vines stops 
burrowing. Uther looks down, the earth directly beneath his 
feet remains intact. He looks up into the green lit tunnel. 
There is an eerie rattle that echoes down from above. He 
grabs his trusty jack knife and flips it open. 

Like a strike of lightning, a greener set of leafy tendrils 
crash down through the tunnel and rain down all around him. 
They instantly encase him in their wriggling mass and then 
squeeze until he is like a bug in a spider's coccoon. 

There are gaps in the vines around Uther's face, through 
which we can see his mouth, gasping for air. We can see his 
bugged-out eyes. Uther, unable to move, stops struggling, 
and lets out a single cough, which echoes up through the 
tunnel. 

The light green vines then whip back up the tunnel with 
Uther in their clutches. We hear far-away echoes of his high 
pitched screams of terror. 
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EXT. HILLSIDE 

The crows circle up the vines as the vines are sucked up out 
of the earth and twirl up into the cloud, leaving behind a 
third and final Unnaturally Large Mound of Newly Tilled 
Dirt. 

EXT. AMERICAN FALLS RESERVOIR 

This particular view of the 3 Unnaturally Large Mounds of 
Newly Tilled Dirt is the same that we first saw when 
MacLadden had sketched the mounds from his boat, but this 
time it is black as night, only lit by brief pulses of heat 
lightning. We can hear hundreds of croaking frogs and a 
light drizzle of rain on the water but then suddenly all 
diegetic sound abruptly stops. 

We hear a needle drop on a spinning record, the scratches 
and pops of the old record sound like rain. 

A hard rain starts falling as Pastor T.L. Barret's "Like a 
ship without a Sail" begins to play. We hear the distinct 
clatter of the Olivetti typewriter, which also oddly sounds 
like the patter of a hard rain. With each return of the 
typewriter carriage there is a crash of lightning that 
lights up the sky. 


MACLADDEN (V.O.) 

From the banks of the reservoir you 
can see in the distance the 
lighthouse that towers above my 
property, at its top is a spinning 
bright beacon that cuts through a 
dark downpour of rain. We move 
across the waters towards the 
lighthouse, over the shore, over 
the flooded fields, over three 
Unnaturally Large Mounds of Newly 
Tilled Dirt and the wreckage of the 
Toyota SR5, down the long dirt road 
to my home, and as the lighthouse 
draws near, we rise up towards the 
brightly lit panes at it's peak. 
Through the window I can be seen in 
the lantern room, sitting at a 
small desk, typing furiously, sweat 
on my brow, cigarette clenched in 
(MORE) 
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MACLADDEN (V.O.) (cont'd) 
my teeth. On a small table beside 
me, a gospel record spins on an old 
turntable. 

Through the window Macladden can be seen in the lantern 
room, sitting at a small desk, typing furiously, sweat on 
his brow, cigarette clenched in his teeth. On a small table 
beside him, a gospel record spins on an old turntable. 

INT LANTERN ROOM. 


MACLADDEN (V.O.) 

(as he types) 

I snatch a finished page from the 
Olivetti and feed it a new one. I 
line the carriage up, take a hard 
drag of my cigarette, and cast my 
eyes upon the remainders of the 
unnatural disaster that has 
unfolded in my backyard. Smoke 
pours from my nostrils as my mouth 
unfurls into a grin. I resume my 
furious typing, playing the keys as 
if I were playing Dracula's pipe 
organ. 

Macladden snatches a finished page from the Olivetti and 
feeds it a new one. He lines the carriage up, takes a hard 
drag of his cigarette, and casts his eyes upon the 
remainders of the unnatural disaster that has just unfolded 
in his backyard. Smoke pours from his nostrils as his mouth 
unfurls into a grin. 

He resumes his furious typing, playing the keys as if he 
were playing Dracula's pipe organ. 


FADE TO BLACK. 



